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even  dreamed  of  the  possibility  of  a  fail ;  and  Ibis  first  lesson  was 
naturally  calculated  to  rouse  bis  indignation  in  the  ntmost  degree. 
Foaming  with  rage,  he  rose  and  drew  bis  sword,*and  bad  I  not  proved 
myself  a  better  runner  than  n  leaper,  1  have  no  doubt  but  be  would 
soon  have  made  an  end  of  me.  He  pursued  me  as  far  as  the  ditch, 
which  I  speedily  cleared,  and,  fortunately  for  rae,  be  did  not'tbiuk  fit 
to  follow  my  exanmle,  I  proceeded  straight  to  Paris,  and  so  great 
was  my  alarm,  that  I  scarcely  ventured  to  look  behind  me  until  I  reach¬ 
ed  the  gates  of  the  Tuilcries.  I  immediately  ascended  to  Madame 
Bo  Da  paries  apartments,  for  the  persons  of  the  household  were  ac¬ 
customed  to  admit  me  at  all  times.  On  seeing  my  agitation,  Jose¬ 
phine  at  first  concluded  that  1  was  the  bearer  of  some  fatal  news.  I  re¬ 
lated  my  adventure,  which,  in  spite  of  my  distress,  appeared  to  her  so 
irresistibly  comic,  that  she  hurst  into  a  fit  of  laughter.  When  her 
merriment  bad  somewhat  subsided,  she  promised,  with  her  natural 
kindness  of  heart,  to  intercede  with  the  Consul  in  my  behalf.  But 
knowing  her  husband's  irascible  temper,  she  advised  me  to  keep  out 
of  the  way  until  she  should  have  an  opportunity  of  appeasing  him, 
which  to  her  was  no  very  difficult  task,  for  at  that  time  Napoleon 
loved  her  most  tenderly,  Indeed,  her  angelic  disposition  always  gave 
her  a  powerful  ascendency  over  him,  and  she  was  frequently  the 
means  of  averting  those  acts  of  violence,  to  which  bis  ungovernable 
temper  would  otherwise  have  driven  him. 

“  On  my  return  home,  I  fonnd  lying  on  my  table  an  order  not  to 
appear  again  at  the  Tuileries;  ana  it  whs  during  my  temporary  retire¬ 
ment,  that  I  finished  the  portrait  you  were  just  now  looking  at.  .Ma¬ 
dame  Bonaparte,  on  presenting  it  to  the  Consul,  obtained  my  pardon 
and  my  recall  to  Court.  The  first  time  Bonaparte  saw  me  after  this 
affair,  was  in  Josephine’s  apartments,  and,  stepping  up  to  me  goo d- 
natoredly,  be  patted  me  on  the  cheek,  saying, — -Really,  sir.  If  people 
will  play  tricks,  they  ought  at  least  to  do  them  cleverly.’— *  ilfon 
Dietz!*  said  Josephine,  laughing,  4if  you  had  seen  his  JookTof  terror, 
when  he  first  presented  himself  to  me,  you  would  have  thought  him 
sufficiently  punished  for  his  intended  feat  of  agility.*  ** 

Isobey  related  this  anecdote  with  all  his  peculiar  animation  and  drol¬ 
lery;  and  be  accompanied  the' story  with  snch  expressive  gestures  and 
attitudes,  that  be  seemed  to  bring  the  whole  scene  visibly  before  me. 
I  could  imagine  I  saw  Napoleon  prostrate  on  the  ground,  and  then 
rising  to  vent  bis  rage,  like  angry  Jupiter  barling  his  thunderbotts. 
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From  the  MS.  Journal  of  a  distinguished  Foreigner. 

I  called  one  momingon  Isabey,  to  sec  bis  fine  collection  of  por¬ 
traits,  which  have  now,inagreat  measure,  become  historical.  I  found 
him  in  bis  atelier,  working  upon  that  splendid  picture  which  is  destined 
to  connect  the  name  of  the  artist  with  most  of  the  distinguished  char¬ 
acters  of  his  day.*  In  a  moment  I  found  myself  surrounded  by 
the  almost  living  likenesses  of  all  the  celebrated  men  and  beantifull 
women,  at  that  time  assembled  in  Vienna.  I  saw  the  portrait  of 
young  Napoleon,  which  Isabey  was  just  finishing,  when  I  first  met 
him  nt  Schcenbruun ;  also  a  likeness  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne,  animated 
by  all  the  fine  expression  of  the  original, and  a  fulUength  of  Napoleon 
himself,  walking  in  the  gardens  of  Malmaison.  "Then  he  really  had 
the  habit  of  walking  with  his  arms  crossed  in  this  mannerf”’  said 

“  Unquestionably,**  replied  Isabey;  “and  that  together  with  his 
other  remarkable  habit  ot  stooping  his  head,  at  onetime,  well  ni«ii 
proved  very  fatal  to  me.  During  the  Consulate,  I  had  been  dining 
one  day  with  some  of  Bonaparte’s  young  aides-de-camp  at  5ra!maison. 
Aller  dinner  we  went  out  on  the  lawn  fronting  the’  Chateau,  to  nlav 
ni  icap-frog;  you  know  that  was  a  favorite  col  lege- game  of  ours.  I 
had  leaped  over  the  bfeads  of  several  of  my  companions,  when  a  little 
further  on,  beneath  an  avenue  of  trees,  I  saw  another,  apparently 
waiting  for  me  io  the  requisite  position.  Thinking  l  had  not  completed 
my  tusk.  I  ran  Toward,  but  unfortunately  missed  my  mark,  springip- 
only  to  the  height  of  his  neck,  I. knocked  him  down,  aadwc  botS 
roiled  along  the  ground  to  the  distance  of  at  least  10  yards.  What 
was  my  horror  on  discovering  that  the  victim  of  my  unlocky  blunder 
was  no  other  than  Bonaparte  himself!  At  tW-period  he  had  not 


*  This  picture  is  now  almost  generally  known  ftroo-h  the  medium 
of  the  engraviq-  It  represents  the  Hall  of  the  Congress,  at  the  mo- 
meet  when  the  Duke  of  WrfUnjton  was  ihlrSduced  by  Prince  Met- 
teruicb. 
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